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Author's Notes: 
| know the main character is \'‘Sarah\' again but | really suck with creating characters-plus who doesn\'t want 


to be the main girl in all of their stories? 


As an illustrator and graphic designer, you meet a lot of people all over the country and even the world. My 


job was to design logos, products, book covers, posters.. You name it and I've probably designed one. 


My biggest and most exciting adventure to date was when | took a long trip to Des Moines, lowa. My client was 
a small town business who needed some posters done to advertise their current sale event. | took a plane to 
lowa and hired a car out to try and make my own way round the state - being 26 and still new to driving 
meant that it was harder getting used to the highways and driving on the wrong side of the road. 


Eventually | got used to it and rented a hotel room while | worked on the flyers. It was one of my best | have 
to say, and shortly after | sent the draft to the client, the posters were up all over the place. That's the best 
part of designing for clients - seeing your work in public - it made me feel proud of where | had come. From 


dropping out of Sixth Form and then dropping out of college too, then not going to university and having to 


teach myself everything | could.. | wasn't doing so bad at all 


It was just a few weeks later when | received the best and most important call of my career (and life) to 


date. 


"Listen now and listen good, | have just received a phone call that potentially boosts you from a good designer 


to a famous designer" 
My agent had found me some serious work and the words that came next | will never forget.. 


"Your work in Des Moines on the poster you made got noticed, the potential client has looked you up and 


demands that he works with you on upcoming album art" 
‘Okay but where does fame come into this?" 


"The client is Joey Jordison!" 

"THE Joey Jordison?" 

"The man himself!" 

I'm definitely up for whatever he wants" 


"IIl book you some flights!" 


| arrived in Des Moines more anxious to meet my client than ever, though I'm sure that Joey will be more of 


a boss and | his servant. (Not complaining!) 


I'd always been a huge fan of his and although this was a massive opportunity for me, all | could think about 
was how exciting it would be to just feel his presence and see him up close. | held onto my necklace for dear 
life as | nervously walked up to his studio entrance, the print on the guitar pick had faded away long ago but it 
was so special to me | could never let go - especially under the circumstances. Joey had given it to me as a 


teenager during a Murderdolls gig. The receptionist smiled and greeted me, asking if | had an appointment. 
"Um, yes, I'm here to see Mr Jordison? My name is Sarah Hall’ 
"Okay, take a seat and he'll be right out" 


She then picked up a telephone and spoke quietly as | wandered over to the solitary sofa near the door. The 
place wasn't big by any means, it looked quite run down if | was to be honest. It seemed like | maybe had the 
wrong place as | swept the room with my eyes. A door slammed in the distance and | jumped a little, looking 
over at the small man walking towards me. As | stood he was barely taller than me and yet | found myself too 


intimidated to speak. 


Author's Notes: 
Joey\'s band in the story is a made up band with imaginary members, this is cause there are two Joeys in 


Scar The Martyr and that would confuse me (and possibly you). 


"Hi, you must be Sarah?" 

"Yes, that's me" 

"Pleasure to meet you, l'm Nathan, call me Joey" 
"Is wonderful to finally meet you, Mr Jordison" 
"Joey" 

"Sorry" 


He chuckled and smiled as | blushed and tucked my hair behind my ear. | was sure that my face was glowing 


red by now. How embarrassing! 


"So do you have a brief for me in mind?" 

"Yes, actually. Come with me and we can sit down to talk through it" he replied, already turning and starting to 
walk. | followed close to him, not wanting to get lost as we entered what seemed like a maze of hallways and 
studio rooms. 


| have a really cool concept for this cover that | think you're gonna like" He started, turning his face to grin 
at me "Its kinda glam rock punk style with a gothic edge." 

"So similar to something from Murderdolls?" 

"Yes! l'm so glad you get it. Nobody I've spoken to this year has really grasped the idea, yknow? They don't 
even know who Murderdolls are half the time!" 

"Wow, you'd think they'd at least do some background research into who you are." 

"That's the first thing | would do, I'm glad you have." 

"Me? | didn't really need to, I've been a fan of yours since | was like 13" | confessed as we reached our 
destination. 


He slumped into a couch and picked up a bottle from the table, pouring himself what looked like a Jack € Coke, 


then offering one to me. 


"No thanks" | smiled politely 

"We have beers too, if you'd prefer" 
‘Its okay, | drove" 

"Right, right" 


"So this concept?" 


With that he immediately broke into a sales pitch using pictures, drawings, sources of text etc to describe 
exactly what he wanted out of me. Every now and then he'd ask for my advice or opinion on something but 


for the most part | listened and made notes, drawing drafts and silly sketches to keep it fresh in my head. 


| was kind of amazed at how invested he was with his creative process or ideas outside of music. He'd 
obviously put a lot of thought and research into this. To be honest, he'd saved me a bit of work. | admired him 


even more for the passion he'd shown today. 


At the end of our meeting | showed Joey my notes and arranged to come back the next day with a few initial 
ideas to work from. He led us to the doors and waved me off, turning back inside once | hit the main road. | 
put the radio on to drive back to, wailing along. When | arrived at the hotel and got to my room | worked on 
my laptop for 6 hours straight - | needed to impress him tomorrow or my career was most likely over. | 


ended up falling asleep at some point, but | don't remember when 


| woke at bam the next morning and shut my alarm up, rubbing my eyes and yawning before falling out of bed. 
| showered and got dressed, brushing out my hair and putting it up in a messy bun with a white bandana to 
dress it up a little. | wouldn't say | was trying to impress Joey, but a little cleavage never hindered anybody's 


creative process. 


Upon arrival at the studio | noticed Joey was already waiting outside with a few other guys and he waved as | 
got out the car. | smiled and walked over on the dusty gravel, my white creepers turning a dull shade of grey. 


"Hey Sarah, these are my band mates - Brian, John and Vic" 
"Hi guys" | greeted shyly. They all nodded and said hello and | waited to go inside, anxious to show my work to 
Joey. 


"Oh, | decided a change of plans for today." He chirped. 

"Oh?" | inquired. 

"Yeah | wanna take you out with us so you can get to know us and get a better feel for our atmosphere, 
y'know, what we're really about." 

"Right" | nodded, my internal organs dropping to my ass in disappointment. "Okay, sure." 


They finished their cigarettes and led me to Vic's car, an ancient ford mustang that was covered in dirt but 
still quite beautiful. Joey opened the front door so that | could climb into the backseat first. He joined me 


there before the other guys all got in too and we set off to our destination - a local bar. 
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"So what do you drink, Sarah?" Joey asked as we walked into the bar. 
"Uh, Jager bombs" | answered, looking around. 

"Four jäger bombs. What do you think of the place?" 

It's pretty cool, good choice of music." 

‘Its nothing special but we like it yknow' 


He handed everyone their drinks and we said cheers before downing the bombs and putting our glasses on the 


bar. | took a seat on the nearest table with Vic and Brian while John and Joey ordered more drinks for us all. 


"So you're designing our album cover, right?" Brian started. 

"Yeah, that's right" | smiled. 

"That's pretty cool, what else do you design?" 

"Well, I've done pretty much everything. Posters, merch, logos, shoes, album artwork, shop signs, stickers.. This 
is the biggest I've worked on so far, though." 

"Cool, you got the right look about you for it. | guess that's why Joey picked you for the job" Vic winked and 
grinned cheekily. | laughed, blushing and looking towards the bar. 

"Nahhh" 

"You kiddin’? You're SO his type!" Brian chuckled. 

"Who's type?" John grinned as he and Joey sat down 

"Joeys!" 

"You mean Sarah? | can see it" John laughed, handing us all a beer. Joey rolled his eyes and smiled at me. 


"Ignore ‘em, they try to set me up with every girl we meet" 
"We got nothin’ better to dol" Vic yelled, smirking. 
"IFs fine, | don't date men over 35" | grinned and sipped my beer, a chorus of ‘QOOOHHH's and ‘BURN's following, 


‘lm like fine whiskey - so much better with age" Joey smirked, winking at me and | giggled like a school girl. 
Yep, still got that crush on him. 


When | got out of Vic's car many drinks later, | was way over the limit. | couldn't drive back to my hotel for 
at least a few more hours - and even that would be risking it. We walked inside the studio and back to the 
lounge that Joey sat me in yesterday. Everybody slumped onto the sofas so | took to the floor, crossing my 
legs when | got there. 


"Fatasses, make room for her!" Joey yelled across the small space. 
"You make room for her!" 
"I told you first!" 


"I'm taller than youl" 


| shook my head and simply jumped on top of the two of them (Joey and Vic) to shut them up. 
"Now you've both made room for me yaaaaaaaay" 


Brian and John laughed as Vic shrugged, holding onto my legs. 
"This is fine by mel" 


Joey nodded and led back into the cushions, my head on the arm rest. | shut my eyes for a second and opened 
them to an empty room. 


Crap! 
| must've passed out - | wasn't even drunk, it was just so comfy there! | was so embarrassed. 


| got up off the sofa and pulled my hair out the loose bun, detangling the ends with my fingers. | checked my 
phone for the time and it was llam the next fucking day. | shook my head and took a deep breath in order to 


get over my shame and face the world. 
As | walked out the room, Joey strolled out of one of the other doors in here, | assumed it was for recording. 


"Hey sleepy head, how was your nap?" He grinned. 

"I am so sorry, | don't even know why | passed out like that | guess | just got so comfy and-" 

"IFs fine, honestly. You couldn't drive home anyways so we figured to just leave you be." His grin softened to a 
smile and in my head | did the biggest ‘aw’. 


"Thanks. | guess | should get back to the hotel, | must look dead" | laughed. 

"Hey, I'm into that" He winked and | half chuckled half blushed, hoping he didn’t notice. 
"Well I'll leave you to it, um, when did you next want me in?" 

"When you've freshened up? | wanted you to watch us record some stuff today." 
‘Oh, sure, yeah that's great." | smiled, should | bring my sketch pad or laptop?" 

"Do you have a camera?" 

"Yeah, it's in my car." 

"Then just bring that." He grinned. 

"Cool, I'll see you later then" 


"See ya" 


| walked to my car and got in, wondering what the heck he'd want my camera for. 


